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Author's Notes: 
A dream | had a while ago, only slightly altered to fit the fic and Tuomas's character. This is full of weird 
symbolism and probably more that a little pretentious and vague. With that said | think | have warned you 


enough. If you read on from here it's at your own risk. 


There were steps outside, but he hardly took notice of them. The young woman with her back towards him 

was so beautiful that he forgot everything else. He wanted to draw her. She had a cello in her hands, and was 
caressing the sounds of heaven out of it. The most wonderful red hair, thick and wavey, spilled down over her 
shoulder. He wanted to dig his hand deep within the curls and hold onto her so that she could never leave him. 


Without much thought he began to paint his portrait of her. The mirror was his canvas and his eyes were his 
colors. She didn't acknowledge his presence, but kept on playing that sad melody as the sun made its way 
across the sky outside the window. 


But the day grew older too quickly, as the steps grew louder. He frowned - he knew that he would never be 
able to finish the painting after the night had arrived and the door stood open. He kept on working furiously, 


just barely lingering on each feature. 
It became darker. The steps were deafeningly loud now. The woman's face was so sorrowful, so grieving. 


And for the first time she looked up. And for the first time she looked him in the eye. And for the first time 
she spoke the truth. 


"m sorry. Please forgive me." 
Y g 


But then the hands were closing in on him. They kept sqeasing tighter as he struggled. The young womon just 
looked at him, tears running soundlessly from her eyes and the cello once again bringing the sound of agony 
into the air. He wanted to ask her, beg her, to help him, but he couldn't. He tried to say something, but the 
hands held too tight, and he knew that there was more than hands holding him back 


She held his eyes and then, slowly but steadily, began to fade away. Her body grew thinner and thinner, she 


was disappearing, and the music with her, with every millimeter the hands gained on his throat. 


He couldn't speak, couldn't think. There was water in his lungs, the hands were so strong and he was choked to 


death while the sun set and the music, the last remaining beauty, was fading away before him. 


The edges of his vision were begging to glow faintly, and he knew what this meant. It was the end, the real end, 
in a few seconds he would be gone. Was it welcome or would he fight? The music was fading, he could barely 
hear it now, and for some reason he just went numb in the hands that were draining him of his life. He 
couldn't fight anymore, didn't want to if the beauty was disappearing. If the music disappeared, there would be 
nothing left to live for. He had lost the woman, his reason. He would not bear losing more. There had to be 
some beauty. 


l only wished to become something beautiful 
Through my music, through my silent devotion 


Then the hands were gone, the water was gone, the glowing was gone, the woman was gone and all there was 


was his wooden ceiling and the faint guitar notes somewhere to his right. 


He laid still foir a moment, wrapping himself in those simple chords, just breathing and listening. He could feel 
his muscles tremble from the exhaustion of the nightmare, and his mind took a slightly dizzying spin. He was 
bathing in sweat, but didn't have the strength to get up and wash off before he would have to return to 


sleep. 


His right hand found the volume control and cranked it up a notch, before retreiving the little brown jar 
containing his only rest. Too many nights of training made him easily pop four of them in and swallow them 


dry. He knew that they would give him what he wanted almost immidiatley. 


He relaxed back into the mattress and for a moment, before the artifical and dreamless sleep claimed him, he 


listened to the guitar again. 


There was still some beauty left. 


